THE    GREEN    EDGE    OF    ASIA

soil of Manchukuo, he opened his attache-case, took
out a rubber stamp, and pressed it upon my Britannic
passport. I took it, scrutinized it. "Thank you/' I
said, standing in the doorway of the coach, glancing
over his shoulder at the four officers and feeling like
Lord Curzon.

uSssss. Pleass," said a voice behind me. The con-
ductor shut the door, the train began to move. I went
to my compartment, opened the window, and looked
out.

A warm May breeze blew in my face; green fields,
dotted with blooming trees, stretched from the side
of the train a mile or so to the foot of a block of
mountains. They were rugged and faceted and gold-
brown in the sunset. Up on the skyline, along and
down their shoulders, crawled a pale line. The Great
Wall of China. Here was Manchukuo.
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